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watch-tower, from afar. Philo could now hide nothing from me;
he confided to me, by degrees, his own concerns both inward and
outward. I was in fear because of him; for I foresaw certain
circumstances and entanglements; and the mischief came more
speedily than I had looked for. There were some confessions he
had still kept back; and even at last he told me only what enabled
me to guess the worst.
What an effect had this upon my heart! I attained experiences
which to rne were altogether new. "With infinite sorrow, I beheld
an Agathon, who, educated in the groves of Delphi, still owed his
school-fees, which he was now obliged to pay with their accumu-
lated interest; and this Agathon was my especial friend. My
sympathy was lively and complete; I suffered with him; both of
us were in the strangest state.
After having long occupied myself with the temper of his mind,
I at last turned round to contemplate my own. The thought,
' Thou art no better than he/ rose like a little cloud before me,
and gradually expanded till it darkened all my soul.
I now not only thought myself no better than he; I felt this,
and felt it as I should not wish to do again. Nor was it any tran-
sitory mood. For more than a year, I was compelled to feel that,
had not an unseen hand restrained me, I might have become a
Girard, a Cartouche, a Damiens, or any wretch you can imagine.
The tendencies to this I traced too clearly in my heart. Heavens,
what a discovery!
If hitherto I had never been able, in the faintest degree, to
recognise in myself the reality of sin by experience, its possibility
was now become apparent to me by anticipation, in the fright-
fulest manner. And yet I knew not evil; I but feared it: I felt
that I might be guilty, and could not accuse myself of being so.
Deeply as I was convinced that such a temperament of soul, as
I now saw mine to be, could never be adapted for that union with
the invisible Being, which I hoped for after death; I did not, in
the smallest, fear that I should finally be separated from him.
With all the wickedness which I discovered in my heart, I still
loved Him; I hated what I felt, nay wished to hate it still more
earnestly; my whole desire was to be delivered from this sickness,
and this tendency to sickness; and I was persuaded that the great
Physician would at length vouchsafe his help.
The sole question was : What medicine will cure this malady?
The practice of virtue ? This I could not for a moment think.

